*I also,' Peamy said simply.   She drew down her sleeve
and turned to En-Ian.   *I-wrm is right/ she told him.
,  'Perhaps he is,' En-Ian agreed.   It was impossible to
tell from his face how much he had inwardly yielded.
But from that day on I-wan at least saw no more torture.
It was soon after this that I-wan began to perfect a plan
^which for a long time he had been musing upon in his
mind. It had begun many months before, when it had
occurred to him to imagine what he would do if some day
when he led his men in a secret attack, one of those whom
he must kill or see killed should happen to be Bunji? He
put the thought away as soon as it came. There was so
little chance that this would happen that he could think
of it as no chance.
And yet there was enough chance left so that he never
looked from ambush at Japanese upon a road where he
was hidden or through an open door suddenly upon men
surprised without taking his first quicL.look to see that
none of the faces was Bunji's face. No, and he never
killed a man from behind, lest the man be Bunji, and if a
man tried to make his escape and he had not seen his face,
he let him go. ... Yet he had heard nothing of Bunji.
Tama never told him where he was, if indeed she knew
herself. She only wrote that he was still alive and well,
and that his little son was walking now, and that Setsu
lodged to have her second child. But who knew when
that would be? This war was endless in spite of all the
times set for it to end. . . . And as long as he kne^
Bunji was alive, I-wan was afraid.
He knew, of course, what he would do if Bunji were
among the ones they captured. He would help him to
escape. That he had decided long ago when first he had
thought of it, so that if it happened he would be ready.
But first he would talk with Bunji and explain to him the
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